A few years more to flow

From miracle-working Time,

And surely I shall grow
Incapable of rhyme.

Sans Love and Song, and so
An echo of a mime.

Yet if my stone set forth
The merry Attic blade's

Remark, I shall have worth
Achieved before Life fades:

"A gentle man on Earth

And gentle Jmid the Shades*3.
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